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THE MOST STARTLING NOUEL YET, WHICH HAS TRKEN AWRY LONDON'S BREATH.

KOVEL has just sppeared In Lom-
don that has falrly taken the breath
ot ‘that not vory squedmish town.

A

Yegue rteferenges to It o the Enzlisl
papers have fipetl eurfosity In this country;
buf nothing definlfe coneerning the char-

aoter of the book coulil ‘he lenrted up to
the presept time, whon the Journal has se-
dired the advance sheets through the conr-
tesy of the Amerleun publishers, Messrs.
H. 8 Stone & Co., of Chleago, who will
bring It ont lmmedintely.

Apd now, after o careful examination of
the three hundrod forelgn-printed pages, it
I8 not easy to give any adequnta Idea of
the work within the spgee of a ceuple of
solitiing, The scleme of the nuthor Is g0
fnrlng that It cannot be grasped at a
glanee, and his treatwent ‘of it 1s so de-
subtle that

Hherate, so delicdte and so sU
any bold outline of it must do M
great  Injustice.  There are not  many

persons who oon henr without a spark
of horrifiedl repulsion that the author
his taken 88 0 snhject the coming of the
new Messinh, nnd that he has chosen for
a berolte a girl who belleves herself to be
{he medium of the miracle of the Immaen-
Inte Conception, Yet there ls no dlher way
of saying in a few wordh wlhnt the author
hos done, with such reverence us flmost
justiies his laying hands on holy things
snd with such Hiternry art as will go far
townrd maoking the irreliglous forger all
about the motive of the fagelnating work.

it 18 eslled “Without Sin” and the
neme of the asthor s Mariin J. Pritehand,
a mnme unknown in this country, and ap-
parently: now known for the first time In
England. The scene of the story I8 cast
0 Edndon, o tlis very eoontre, strange 1o
sa7, of the most decndent soclety of this
decndent century, The Idle fine Judies and
gentlemen who floek to the shop of o Jew
art denter In search of fresh sehsations
find thelr jaded fancy more gtirved by the
vennty of the old Jew's grinddanghter
than by any other treasure In his posses-
glon, Hep entrgnee turns the sttention of
the Duke of Grandchester amd Lady Bt
Cyprlen from n Madopug which they ars
thinking of; buying, “Lady St Cyprien
thrned sharply ronnd amd found o tall,
slight flgnie, that of a half-grown glrl of
pbout fifteen, standing almost al her elbow.
Tha child wore o slmple gown of fine
white wool, shirred at the throat nnd
wrists nud folling in stralght folds over
the buﬂi!lng besom nud slender hips almost
to the enkles. A flut Bat of golden-hued
Leghorn teasw was (sl buek from her
face nnd _germlth-d the =inking sun o' fling
flevoe Tays across ke fdnwless velver of
ber falr ekin and the pale yellow Jocks
that curled abour ber long throat. In her
hands was eiaspod f loose ounch of wine-
‘eolvred rbses which hunlf fn shy doubt ghe
#tlll held out toward her-grundfather.”

Frin grace tonclied her ladgyshlp's arm;
“Phere I yonr Virgla's face—the llk:-nnm
Is extracrdioary.”

This ktrikes the keynote of the stors.
Flie child has often been told of ber pe
samblance fto the Holy Mother. and the
thonght geadually fokes complete posses
flon off her lmagination. It is not possible
Meve to convey aiy ldein of the artistic de-
vernpmen] of the gltl's charactey fropl the

g, nisworldly chid who lves alone

dugky piclures, Huto a dveimy, vis

Aopaey mahden wlo scémed o have no plqec
i the world,

“Hepr temporiment wes of too highly
organized and neurotle a type, lber im-
aginatlon too much thrown hack on itself
by lack of sympathy wnd companlonship;
L 1o seek thelr favorite food amid the
thousund objects of wvalue and interest
oround her. Where n healthiler-iminded clilld
would have found Infinlte joy I dismem-
beaseg n box af toys, little Mary Levinge
wowld ourl Aipoon the fleor at the fool of
b grent, burenn or awple chaly, and would
weave # thoosand vagie tomances abont
the mau or woman who might hinve awned
1. Knpwing Hitle of hier own grent faith
be}'ond the merest gutward tarms Loy re-

ceptive brain had absorbed to the foll the
strange Jumbie of the wotld's legends,
which she Had gathérsl  from the
lpa of Ma{in Balrd—himgelf a ‘wan’ of
Tfreedom.  The strugele between Her own
rate and the nristoeracy whom Lady 8t Cy-
prien represents, to sceure coutrol of Mary
and Inecidentally of her millions, fornlshes
an opportunity  for much biting ahd px-
tremely dlever sative of Landbn smrimiy.
She prefets, however, 10 Hve alone, with n
nonentity for a chaperdne, and 18 only now
nnd then dragged Into smart compapy. At
& diuner shortly affer ber grandfathor's
death the gubject In which sbe is most
doeply Interested comps vp for discussion.
The person who Introducea It s Mr, Eras-
tus Bawdon, “a dilettante In rellglon’ and
ccelpsinstionl aet," and he Is spenking of a
church whiéh ke Is bullding In his own
grounds. One of the guests expluing to
Mary that Mr. Bawdon conslders that the
true crux of religlon fles In art, and he
aticibutes the dlminished power of the
Fope In Tnglind to the fact that the ple-
tures In Homan Catholie places of worshlp
are vilely drawn and horrilily colored, and
that the stutuezs are faulty In modelling
and Inekifz In latentlon,

“Mary looked across st Mr. Bawdon.
He was a blg, heavy man, with a coarse
mouth and n square faw, closely shaven.
His ghort, black hair, which was very
thick on the templer, was brushed for-
ward on: to his forehead fn o4 manner sug-
gesting a roveure on the crown., FHit at-
tire wna severe and of a priestly ciut, his
only ormament belhg & magulficent thumb
ting set owith a carved emerild, In a
\rflil'P both sonorons and deep he was lay-
lug down the law to Bllot Mayne, wh, re-
plete with the products of Lady Theo's
chef, was nodiding his artistienlly arfanged
head in comfortable acquleseencn,

“Mr. Bawdon Hftgd his glass in his lig,
halry hnnd, Intendlng te drink when he
lnd finished spenking. His eyes met those
of Mary." Here was the ldeal beauty, and
It Is a foregone mnduﬁiuu that he and the
artist, Hllot Mnynn. shall entreat permis-
flon to paint Miss Levinge ns the Blessed
Virgiu. Lady St. Cyprion jaterceles for
them. “Mary stood smong them all, pale
and moved.  An Ineffable joy that she was
deemed worthy fo poge as n model for hor
Ideal thellled ber and made her bllnd and
deat to her surronndings. A apt look
crept over her fice—ale was fost drifting
into a dream of perfect beatitude.

Lady St. Cyprlen has promised to go
with Mary to the artist’s stndle, bot is
negldentdally provented, and o few extracts
from the scene which takes place in tlie
studio Dbefore Mary leaves 1t will show
what dungers this young Una who lins no
lion I8 destined to encounter. The artihy
i oengeged upen a large pointing of the
temptation of 8f. Anthony, and be and the
nmode! are joklog In a wrungling way.

“The model's threne was dvawn isto the
very heart of the flood of simrp white
lght that fowed like nn utrelénting gon
throngh the grest north window. Behind
it wos: wlung from the celllng a eurtaln of
canvis, qualntly colored In faded disteniper
work., It looked ke dull shot velvet in
the ‘morning rdinnce, and s dim shadows
thtew up i crude contrast the Intense
falrness of the wodal who, with niny’ pose
and alluring gesmre, represented the very
erown of man’s temptation—young andg ox-
quisitely henutiful womunnhood, Searcely
draped by the c¢loud-lke gauze senef fhat
lost Itd anbstande aghlnst the nacreous
gleam of her flawless skin, the girl stpod
ull unabiashed by the exposed petfection
of lne and Hmb In the pltlless glare of
the pold reflected Hght,  Alrily poised on
one slender foof, sbe held out a beskoning
hand.

“'There,’ sall Mayne, sudidenly rislig,
‘that pose is perfeot, but It's n strain 1
know,

Now you nlhy rest.

“The unked glrl stepped from the throne
and stretched her stiffened muscles hefore
droppiag Into a decp earved chalr, over

“Yoegr It 18 & blt of n twister, thnt atti-
tode, but you Enow I always like to go
otie betrer thin the others, #pd this beats
the Solomon girl!

“You mean “Balome,' Rosle.’

* *Perhnps I do, but any way they'll all
know who snt for the tomptress party at
the frsl glanes. Hosle Graves @il overl
ey'll say, and wont' I haye 4 crow over
the other models at the Academy private
view?

' "Well, they wout be far out, will they®
sald Mayoe, with o lght lnugh nt the ghl's
socinl ambition; glancing from the fgnrve
on the eanvas Lo the form of the glel in
the chair. With o tardy seose thnar she
wos not ot worlk, Rosle ‘drew the folds of
the fur about her,

“Mayne with Hght touchps worked on
the dark background

Neht." When Rosle s reads for the'strest,
she insists npon belng kissed before she
will consent to go, and there ls & senflls
flint lesves Mnyne flnshed and excitefl,
" ‘Miss Levinge,' annonneed the ssrvnng,
dnd, a8 Rosie Groves whisked her pole
blue  skirts  theough o sldedoor; Wilot
Mayne advaneed to meet Lls sitier.

“XNary, oo eool white Hoen goywn and
slimple, DbBread-léaved, hat, entéred ©along,
bringing into the bizarre nffectations ang
fitlse art of the studlo, now heavy with
the mingling odors of Miles and:the aro-
maile vapor of tho burning ineense, a deli-
clous atmospherse of pure morning fresh-
BOEE. '

"“Yan are §tlll determloed te pose for
thie whole pleture, Milss T sald

Lavinge?
Mayoe, turning the just begun portralt

“A Ittle later Mary came ont of the
dregsing-room transformed from the young
Indy. of to-day imto a mediacval maidem
Her mnbound baip hong ke & curtain of
spun golit ‘aboutthe bare shonlders and
open’ thirost, where It mgde corn-oolored
shadows, Sbe wore n siralght gowf of
aoft white woollen (materlal that fell in
almple pleats from the low-eunt round neck-
band to her sandalled fest.” A bilgh-backed
chialr waug  her seat upon - the artist's
throne. * Aeross her Knees; 500 delleiously
onitlined by the drapery, Mayne Ilaid n
great: shenf of heavy secented  lilles, amd
nround ber fect they were clustered with
guclh gt that ale bersell spemed to be one
of them, erowlig upward in a very clond
of perfumre, In her riglit- hand she held
acepire-wise a ‘tall green rod erdowned with

as sfe sat and chat-
tered.

“IiFor goodness
sale, give me a clg-
arette, or smoke your-
gelf,"sald Rosie Graves
suiddenly. ‘This pluce
of yours Iy Dbeastly
close thls morning.'

“Meyne lsid down
his brusahes, and,
drawing out a sionll
gliver clgarette case
from hls poecket,
rossed 1t to the model.

“swhat  rubbishly
liitla things!™ =he
eriad with contempl,
pelping herself, \

wiyesd, they are
small, and you're auly
golng to get one of
them fo-doy.'

“ ‘Why so etingy "'

“I"m not stingy.
my (lear; yon can take
them all, but you
mustn't smoke more
than one here. A lndy
is: coming to slt pres-
ently, and 1 don’t sup-
pose she'd care to find
the studio reeking of
smoke,"” replled
Mayne.

“A mallelous gleam
grept Into the depihs
of Rosip Graves's vel
vety brown eyes, and
the cornets of hor rull
searlet month corled
with glee.

“w+Hal! ha! that’s
why the place Ig all
fixed up with fowers;
{ thought you hydn't
heen oit buying IHiles
for me.'

“ay yuy flowers
for one; Rovle,
and yon koow i)'
mald Mdyne, nsstib-

(From the only protograph taken of the Sage of Onniston

JOHN RUSKIN IN THE TWILIGHT.

In many, yeéars.)

Looking sl the portralt, with the maghif.

lng the susterity of
the  plerured sallit
hefore Wim.

phen, glaneing at
the elotlk, he hurties:

An ‘exeollent portealt: of Jobhn Ruskin has
Just heen published In London, end is oo-
praduced leve. It givex n fine 1dea of the
great crlile’s appeavianes 14 bis old) nige.

In that ‘handsome, edarngst fuee we can
feel the genlus nud enthvsiasm whibh have

cent, venersble hend snd the thonghi®al at
titnde, one is remindod of o passage which

Mr. Rusgilu wrote in

after e had been bisy on bis ““Notes” on’
Turner'g witer-collrs:

one blopsom, It
‘glenmed against the
pale gold threads of
ber bhalr Hke frosted
silver, and the petals
brushed the pure aui-
llne of her cheek.”
She herself s all
uncongelons  of  ler
own. besuty. She lus
entered upon the sit-
ting with the fervor
of  reversnce.  Her
ETay eyes soe nothing
but & vision of the
One Blessad  mimong
women; her enrs Genr
nothing but the sl
lug of angels and tha
Tormiess  sugpestion
R of lher own lhnoceuat
Imagination. “Her
sllenvre - annoyod
Munyne singnlayly.
That o pretiy women
shotild flont one of
ks complimenis he
was  neither fool nor
coxeomh enough to
mind as o orule. Bat
ooy he wax nervons
and vaguely lerltabile,
The heavy perfutne
of flowers, the glokly
odor of the ioceuse,
and the swent Spring,
all which made the

birds bulld, and the
lenves  and  blossoms
Lrenk, warmed Ubo

bload In his velns, til
hik land grew rest-
less nnd his  braao
fantagtie, The clird
of “the temptross “he
lind  been palntlag
was over him, and s
tween the virgin on
which he worked sail
the sitter there funt-
ed ‘the large, lusclions
ved Tips uf tlie Lisn of
long ago, and the
smopth, wari: plnk
skin and ldeal oot
lines of Rose. A
hundred thoes  he
oniy  cleared  his
throbblng brain by
iresting his burming
eyes on the Incnrna-

the Winter of 1STS;

the wmodel in her
preparations for Go.
parture, for he doos
not wish Mury nuid
Lady Bl Cyprien to
fnd ber dhere, e
moved about slowly
refrranging Ll

of hiz Lalr.

done. so muel to help the modern world to
‘an appreclation of the benutitul
wenkened by old age, 11 15 alsd softensd in
A Very _(‘hll.T'lUil;_l{ manner.
.The photograpler hns caught the mns-
ter ns the, gray twilight plays over his
shiowy bearl and smong the siivered locks

LGt s

“I ralse my eyes to those Conlaton Fells,
fod soe them ak this moment Innged o
thelt lake, 1n quictly tesorved and perfelt
slmiltnde, the sky cloudless above them,
cloudiess bencath, and 'two lovel lines of
hlue vapor dewwn across dlelr sun-lighted
am} russet mooriamls, Hko an azure tl‘as-‘)

tion of young wirl-
Lood  before  him,
but & huniired tines
Lisa nnd Rose
mooked nt him from
the pletnre.

“Once as he looked

across a golden: shield.!’ I

ap he caught shsin

white. Miles shicl
wtoodl ‘erégt In vuses of Japancse bLronde
in every corngr of the studiv, Pt
among the dim shndows cnst all
the wide fireplace by # baldachiuo of eaply
Ttalinn inlay owork, the flowers gienmed
out ke great shinlng stors, whila benearh
the blg north window they bad been ar-
ranged, with mediaeval stiffness, inn long
row of medlaeval Dlossonis, that looked

abiout |+

of Mary, as the Holy Virgin, townrd the
gt
MiaYes Iff vou plegae, Mr. Mayde 1

ahould like the whold pleture to be really
me. L think My, Bawden would wish It,
too, and 1 shall not ot all mind sitiing.”

01 will make it as easy for you ns
posaible, Wo will begin as soon #s you
lnve changed your dress for the oue
which you will Ond n this roow,’

ofthe 8t. Authony's
Tomptation: on which he had beon working
i howr hack, It was so turned that ouly
he eould gee it, and the flesh tints of fhe
tempiress gleamed from the misty back-
ground ke a Nyving woman.

“Aguln ho locked at his sitter. She was
still enwrapped in bher own thenghts and
so dmptovable that the drapery over har
bosom did not stlr, How swest In cxpres-

a chlld's was the sad dreoop of ber mouth;
and yet how exquisitels womanly, how
desirable was that full line of her thront
and the pascent cnryerof her bosom! How
fnise, be ahought, was his art compared
to nature, us he realized that It is, purity
that 15 the tempter.

“Sharply b turned his gizeé away, Lo see

Hose smilling at him from that other ¢an-
vas, wille her oupfstretebed dimpled hands
spemed to polnt at Mary and force his
eyes bnck to her.
“Wasz she-aslecp? Her head lay against
the tall baeck of the chalr, the palior of
her cheek was shadowsd only by her
lowered lasles, The hand thit bot a mo-
ment ginee lad held the sceptre of mnlden.
hood Nung nerveless at her slde, and the
{itles hnd fallen from her knees all Lrinised |
to the floor.

Hulf  curlous, bhalf frightened, he ad-
vaneed and touched her shoulder gently:
a8 thoughito' waken ber, hut she did not
move, He raised her sofi fGngers, bot no
pulge answereld fo Lls own:, He Iaid obne
hand above her heart, nlmost fearful that
It had ecesased to beat, but b throbbed
feebly under Wis lngering touck, and he
knew then thit she had swooped, The cloy-
Ing swestness of her much-loved flowers hiad
strungled her sod blasched her lips and
checks to thelr own stainlesz pallor, He
taised her ln hls arme and earried ber to
the conch In the aléove. ' As He Inid her
down her gold halr made an auréole of
falnt Heght about the whiteness of her fice.
A spray of llles le hod ecaught uwp with |
her fell crusbed and dying to the gronnd.

“Rhe did not move, and scarcely seemed
to: breathe, He woent hastily o the door,
Iftent on  summoning aid.
‘Would there be gossip an
called?” he naked himself

ksy instead of the handle he hud songht.
Once agdin he pauosed. then slowly tArned
the key, and went back on tiptoe to where
she lay, white smong the cnshions as a
drift of pure snow In the purple hollows of
the hills.'"

Conslstently, elaborately and with much
lternry art the author evolyes the tragedy,
No' less space (han the many pnges he
gives to it, and no words less subtle than
he uses conn realize  the wislon that the
long fainting fit becomes in the girl's semi.
coneclonsness, but a few paragraplis may
be quoled,

“iWhen—when did you reslize this
thing? sald Lady St Oyprien presentiy
when ghe conld find words.
< ssspthont twohours ago. At frat—at firat 1
thought T should have digd—with joy.*

Heedlgas of the horror abd nlurn‘whlch
zrew in bady St Crprien's dark eyes, Mary
went on - speaking.

“Far 1 knew ithe sign had becn'. yonch-
safed to me; that nll fears and doubits were
dlspelledl forever; that n nation's Snpplich-
tlons were to be answered In God's good
time."

She spoke very gonﬂy. the words drop-
ping =0 siowly from her parting lips that
she might harve been ln drenmiand.

Lody 8t Cyprien’s volee wons husky and
rough, and she had to eléni her throat
twire before she could whisper:

“What do you mean, Mary 7'

. The girl rome to her febi. Her form di-
{ated, her fice glowed, ns from an inner fire,
ber eyes grew mystie, as thongh thoy hid
gazed Into the very hegrt of heaven Itself

“T inean that the God of ‘niy forefatbers
hns been good and merelful; that be lins
hearkened to the prayers of iy onteast
people; that He has voucbsafed the desive
of a despised race, and that heoveforik the
love of mnn s not for me.  For 1 nm that
woman of whom the Prophiot Tsalah lins
Bpoken.”

Bhe pots her mesning loto sllll more nu-
nilstakable words, and Lady St Cyprien
chn only belleve that the girl 18*mad, the
victlm of religlons manie.

When the news—whicl the glrl herself

slom slie wis, how plalntlyve, and how like

spreads throngh the drvawlng rooms that

{ohair,
%thmg wileh wouldl be gven betier fin th.uu
Bigher philloeopliy.

| nosed, eruel,

she frequents—renches the ears of the woms
en of her own race, It is differently pes
celved, and “the scene In whieh she Inen-
trapped Into giving them o ahongs to kpe'al
thelr mind contalng some of the l:mngm
wrltlug in thel book.

The ale in: the ot
grew hesyvy.
Goldselanidt,

vovulssr drawingeropm
No one moved but Mrs. Dan
who settled Lierself In  her
prepared o thoranghly enjoy some-

Mrs, Cohen ghut her fan, clesred MNep
throat and begnn:
“My denr Mary, we were all frisnde of

Four: poor, dear graudfather, and, nee Bis

l:lmth we luve taken donsiderable lritprest

Hin yon and moch thought for your welfare,
thogh fou have s0 openly ont yoursslf
adrift from us sll, snd have shown an une
due preference for the soplsty of thoxe iﬂm‘
e not of our sacfent falth.”

AMrs, Nathuilel' Leman, who econsldersd
all Ohuristinns outeasts, sighed plously. Mra.
Goldsehmidt sniggerod Into bor bankerehlef.

Mary colored slightly.

*Lory and Lady 8t, Cyprien were l‘nllhﬁll
patrons of my grandfather, and ha\d @ea
kind to me sinee my chlldbood.”” p

“Thelr friendshlp does not seem to.JuTl
donte  you mueh good Iatoly,” !!ﬁﬂ)fﬂ.
(Mossenthal, sonrly. .

The coarse lnsinuntion st rl.u‘k lome, Mary
fp=hed soarlet, ands pulting down Her fea-
cup, attempied to rise, but Mes. Coben'

a hot, heavy hand on her arn: ang I:q):hu
In her seat,

“Now, Muary, you are not. golng to M!’ﬂ

thils hanse before we. who are all old

o hositatel. | friends, have polnted ont 1o you the i
talk If he pute and seandal you - sre Lringing
His fingers, | your prople.
made nerveless by indecision, fell upon the [ns though you didn’t understand whe

Ik
l‘.
meant; We all know whit has hmpelwd.
and what is golng to happen.™

It wis curlous to watelr the women's 8y
Eastern faces, ne tlioy gathersd mmqth
prey, shéd every sHadow of the soneer
Western civillzation, ooquifed with 'w
pains through the long centuries. 0
wede saddenly transformed bite)fhe he
briinless unlmaly' who baw
from the latticed windows, or lurk lu the
dusky doorways of Syriad towﬂﬁlm?ﬂ :
Muouresqie hamlets.

In the merciless words that, pelted h&ﬂﬂw i
stones, they let In the-woria’s opitlch upoen
her sonl. *With the biood resking to-ht
fuce an though she had beonstruck, she ToRe
to hor test, looking so grandly tall in Her
dender lLelght, =0 royally simpie In her.
striizht white robe, among thexe large:
boned,, over-dressed  Jewesses

“What man. you say? Yoo belleve | nnte
a loter—becanse 1 am going to give to. the
world the earthly embotllinent’ of ‘#plefl? - =
Are you 5o forgerful of our old bdle!'i'\ &0
fgnorant of the ténets of our granll. Fe
liglon, that you will not understand? Hive
the prophets taught in valn, and the Dooks
they have widtten hoen resd to deaf arat’
You ure Jewesass—danghters of an onicast
raee—a  soattored natlon. Hive you no

Oh, my denr, you needa't |

hne sworn to lédd us to our own again?
Have yon no pride of birth that makes
yon yearn for the connirvies mnd the dtjﬂ

eredence in the promige of out 'God, wilib

which onpe were yours by rip’« of cors

quest? Do yon mone of you o Y
hold  wour ehlldren’= ehtidren  nomle
ind honored among the nntions of tha
world? AN! you are wiltully biind, fn that
you will not sec that the greav fulfilment
of the proplier’s sord Is et haod You
are obstinately deaf when you will not
hear that our God and the God of our
{uthiers & about (o vedeem thvpmml.mw
1o mws, In the hour of uur mOST et
lnhmant——aud that 1—1 who speak to
pow—have beel chosen. u4 e poor 4u
ment for your sflvatlon.” ; s
1t would not be falr to the n:tthnr.
the pablisher, or to the reader o fry |
tell how this astonlshing story in w I
put. But Iv may be sald that wh.u
be oxpeoted ne the nhtural ollmax ls
the oltmax, and that the tgle pousges
hesond I, always nlong entirely umam— _&
od Iines, with steadlly inereasiog ing G
to n conciusion, eminéntly satisfactory avd

nrtistic. G,

whlt'h o lrI.xcl\ bearskin wos fung.

creamily transparent :u;:_:llnrrr. the brillinnt

"

CHAPTER XVI.
UNPLEASANT CAPRI(ES
OF ROYAUTY; 1%
TRODUCTION OF
PRINTING.

ENRY VI left no

royal record worth

remembering, save
the establishment of Eton
nnd King's Colleges.  Iid-
ward IV., who began his
reign In 1401, wns bolid
and active, Queenl Mir-
garet's artny of sixty
thotgand men which af-
tacked him was defented
pnd  halt | ber  forces
was slenghtered, no quar-
ter helng given.

His tltle wus new con-
Brmied, nwnd Mirgiiet fled
' to Heotland, Tlirge yeurs
later khe attempted again
t6 secure  (he  throne
through the &1 of Louls

XL, but failed. Flenry, who

had besn In concealment, was

aow conflned ln the Tower, as

ghown lnthe angraving. Hdwnrd's
marringe was not satisfactory, and,

s he bestowed 1l the offices on his
wife's ralatives, Warwick deserted him
ond esponged the enuse of Queen »Mar-
d garet. He had ne trouble in ralsing an army
and ecompelling WBdward to  flee.  Henry
wini tuken from the Tower and erowned
King of Englaud, Lls rights laving beed recog-
nlzed by Parliiment. SWarwlek and hls son-ln-

Inw, the Duke ot Clavence, bhrother to
Henry VI Impressed Edwasa TV.. were made regents, there-
in the Tower.

fors, in 1471, Defore the year was out,
however, the tables were agnlh turoed;
and Henry found himself once more In Lis old gquarters In the Tower.
wick was woon dletentud and slaln, and on the sume day Mapgaret and her

11

Wir-

| 1488,

-

(Conyright, 1808, by
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son Edward landed In Hpgland, Sbhe nnl Ridward weres defented nnd taken
prisopers gl Pewlkesbury, and the young prinee eruelly put o death by the
Dukes of Clarence and Gloneester, brothiers of Widwakd IV.  Movgiret was
placed ln the Tower, and a day or  two after Henry died mysterionsly
there, It 18 presmmed ot the hands of Glontestor, who wis soclally an un-
pleasant man fo meet after dari.

Murgaret died in France, In 1452, and the Lancastrians gave up all hope.
Rdwarid, fedling §enin seenre, at the iustigntion of hig yownger brother,
Rlohitrd, Duke of Glonvester, caused (Marence, the other brother, to be puf
to deatl, and then began to give his outire attentlon to vice, never allow-
Ing lils rvelgn {o get Into his tmnor bnterfers willy 1L,

He' was o very haudsome man, but died, In 1488, of what the hlstorisn
calls o disteinper,
Sowe sy he dled
of henrt failure
while slegping oft

fiest londed with henore I return for hl§ gory nsslstanes; But even he be
cnme disgusted with the wicked aslirper, and headed n Welsh rebellion.
He' wha not suecessful, and, In 1483, be recelved a slight testimoninl from
the king

Richurd now esponsed bis plece, danghter of Edwarl IV., aod In order
to make the home nest perfectiy free from socinl eroston, be donsed bis
| consart, Anne, o be poisoned; Those who belleved the climste around the
| throne to!be brucing and hepltbful bod a chance to change their views In o
Land where pen-soup [og cnh never onter.  Aune was the widow of Bdward,
whoem Rlchard slew at Tewkesbury.,

Fyery otie feit thal Richard wits a disgrace to the country, and Henry,
Earl of Riclmond, =zucceeddd In Qelesiing and Slaying the usurper on Bos-
worth Field, In
1455, when Henry
wons crowded on
the battlefield.

an  attack  of
coma.  Auyway,
he furped up bis
comatose, a8 ong
might sny, @nd
pagsed on froma
spiritnous life to
A  splriinol one,
sueh as it may
he. He was &
counterfelt  soy-
erelgi.

Tu 1474 the ﬂﬂ‘lt
book wag printed
11 Englund, and
moore gitention
wis then pald to
spelling,  Willinm
Oaxton  printed
this book—a work
on  chegs,  The
form of ihe
types cnme from
Germany, and
was - used  till
James L. intro-
dneed the Roman
iype.. James |1,
tovk a great In-

Richard was
buried at Lelees-
ter; but durlog

¥ VIIL., when
the monasteries
wore  destroyed,
Richard's body
wis ezhumed and
hig etome coffin
usid for many
years In  that
town 88 a horss
trongh.

Shn kespears
gnd the histo-
rlans give an ati-
pleasant lmpres-
slon  regarding
Richard's person-
ality; Dbut
was done in the
interests of the
Tudors, perhnps,
He wna highly lo-
telligent, and If
He had given less
attention to usur-

Jows of a ernde job presa'In the early wenrs of hI8 relgn, conttlbyted A
royal thumb to this restless ‘emblem of progioss and civillzatlon. (See i-
lustration.) |

The War of the Roses laying destroyed the nbbility, times mnttx {mi-
'proved, and Industry was declared econstitutional
© Kiward V. ot twelve yvesrs of fge heenme klng, snd ks nnele Diek, ane
lof (iloucester, hecume Protector. As sueh he was a Adisgrace, for 'he pro-
teqtéd nobody Unt bimself. The young ing nnd bls brother, the Duke of
'Yark, were placed In the Tower, and thelr uncle, Lord Hastlogs, anl sev-
eral other

thirone, and with & cw. - Teinstant ginoe pwnlm-
wised Blmself to bt ‘Richas

v effective purtisans, on the ohnrge of trenson, were exectted (o
‘then minde nrrangements thist he shonld B urged th aeiept he e
 this gifted a y

terest in  plaln pation, would
and | ornameytal have been wore
job printing, and popular,

while frying to ; : TP Under the ad-
e o cuss  James L Contributing His Mite to the Advancement of Knowledge.  muistrations of
card ont of the . . S the lhouses - of!

Lineaster and York serfdom was ahiollshed, ar the slaves who were armed
during the War of the Roses swould not submit kgaln to slavery after they
b fonght for thelr country.

Agricultiure suffered, and soms of the poor had to subsist wpon ancorns
and wild roots. During those days Whittington was thrice Lord Mayor of
London, thongh at) fisst only a poor boy. Hven in the lnnd of Jlueage this
poor lad, with a cot and 0o other means of subsistence, won lls way to
fame und forinne.

The minufaciore of wool enconraged -tho growisg of sheep, aud, In 1455,
sl hegan to stiract ptten: -

e

the relgn of Hen- |

from this art came the most powerful and
fmplacable enemy to Ignorance and Its ft-
tendant cvimes that Progress cao call 1ts
‘own. No two anthors spelled alike af thot

time, bowever, and the lterature of the ¥ %
dny was charneteriged by the most sturt- L
llng origluality along that line. ) o e bl
"The drama began to buld, and the chlef -4 p 'j
roles were taken by the - pq

clergy. They acted Bi-

ble scenes Interspersed el
with. loeal wittlolsms, Ry
and often turned away .
WOneY. 1 y

Afterward  followed 4
what were oalled Morul A=
Plays, In which the Lad Fiet
man always sifferdd In- 3
tensely on n stunll sul- - f
nry. g N

The fendal enstles dls-
nppemd, and new aond
more airy architecture g
succeeded them, A better class of furnitore also followed; but 1t 3
very thinly seattered through thp roomm aud a pdrson on'rising from-
bed In the night would have some difficulty In falling ayer suyhing.,
on the chairs were unknowi, anil there wus only tnpestry enough « NP

Death of Buckingham. *‘=' A

along with In & sort of hanil-to-mouth way. ; *
aRE
{(TO 'BE CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY) < il i‘:
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